








I do not know whether we are at war or 
not. It depends on how we define war. It is 
said that in ancient Chinese strategy, every 
battle opened with three preliminary rounds. 
The first was violent making faces at the 


enemy. The second was a period of devasta- 


ting cat-calls. The third was a menacing 


display of arms. We are at least in the third 
stage—-_HERBERT HOOVER, in a recent 
address to members of the 
Union League Club, Chi- 


cago, Illinois. 

















For those who will not be Mentally Marooned 











WORL 


Why did the British elect to start a Libyan offensive 
at this precise moment, rather than join with Russia’s 
Red Army to guard the Caucasus against impending Nazi 
attack ? 





Reading the military mind is precarious business at 
best. But it seems reasonable to assume the English be- 
lieve, based on information available to them, that Reds 
will be able to hold off Nazis for immediate present ; that 
Libyan housecleaning is a more pressing issue. Un- 
doubtedly they are out to wipe this area clean of Nazi- 
Italian forces. Few prophets believe they'll stop there. 
One group holds next move will be invasion of Italy, 
with intent to knock Mussolini’s minions out of war. 
Others, viewing strong Serbian revolt (insurgents now 
appear to hold all Serbia except small area near Bel- 
grade) believe Balkans may be field of operations. With 
Serbs controlling Adriatic coast, they say invasion is prac- 
ticable, and a ‘second front” logical. Subjugated people 
of Balkans, they say, would spring to arms against Ger- 
mans. Undoubtedly this is true—provided British had 
surplus arms toward which they could spring. 

But Britain has yet to finish her Libyan housecleaning 

and it is neither picnic or pushover. We have been con 
sistently skeptical. Nazis have hoarded troops and sup- 
plies well beyond British belief. Weakness is probably 
their inability to reinforce. Look for tough fighting—and 
some surprises. 


RUSSIA: Now, let’s go back and view that Caucas- 
ian threat again. When Nazis took Rostov, they referred 
to it as “spigot of Russia’s oil barrel.”” And so it is— 
for the Russians. But Nazis will get no oil there, since 
Russia controls pipe-line source. 

We need to get distance perspective here. Nazis are 
still about 800 miles from Baku oil, and it is important 
to remember that fields are on far side of the rugged 
Caucasus mountains. ‘There is a little oil in the steppe 
country, this side of the mountains, but retreating Rus- 
sians probably can be counted upon to destroy most of 
this. 

Probably the Keds (and the British) are counting pri- 
marily upon those mountains to deter the enemy. There 
are only a few high passes—-precarious at any season. To 
be sure, there is the back-door route, via ‘Turkey—but that 
is another story. It brings us back to Britain’s Libyan ad- 
venture. One reason for this move may well have been 
to impress Turkey with British striking power. Indeed, 
one British spokesman said (prematurely, we think) on 
eve of campaign that “Turkey is now at least 70% on 
our side.” We doubt it. 


JAPAN: There was a chance that if U. S., held firm, 
talked tough, Nippon might be bluffed. We fear it has 
failed. Japan’s great dread is huge Red bombers, in Si- 
beria. By moving South, she may avoid Russian threat ; 
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Quote 
prophesies... 


RUSSIA: Because of land mines, impreg- 
nable fortifications, Moscow will not be 
taken in present campaign. But if Nazis en- 
circle city. disrupt transportation; keep Red 
Army from getting American supplies via 
Archangel, result may well be devastating. 

LABOR: Current negotiations in captive 
mine dispute will give John L. Lewis ap- 
proximately what he wants. Closed shop is- 
sue will be given strong impetus. 

Administration cannot permit paralyzing 
rail strike. Both sides know this. Outlook 
is for compromise, but there is considerable 
union faction that wants negotiations to 
fail; favors gov’t taking over roads in be- 
lief that Administration will husband their 
heritage, give them more than they can get 
otherwise. 


have to face only U. S., and England. That, at least, may 
be reasoning of her War Lords. 

It is true Japan is not considered devastating threat, 
but she should not be dismissed lightly. Japan’s naval 
strength is about 80% of our own, but personnel and 
equipment inferior, and as island kingdom she probably 
cannot afford to take chances with her ships. 


» » » — Remember, back in the early days of 
the war, Hitler donned his soldier’s uniform; 
declared he would not remove it until victory 
came? IVell. a recent wirephoto showed him 
wearing civilian clothes! Someone suggests he 
has been reading his own communiques, and 
thinks he’s won the war! 





TAXES: ‘Treasury promises no new levies on 1941 
incomes. But adjust your thinking upward for 1942; 
doubly so, if you are in middle or upper income brackets. 
Gov’t is playing with idea of pegging all incomes at 
specified level ; taking surplus thru taxation. May be too 
drastic for now, but people who make money will have 
to pay defense bill. With rising costs, those in lower 
levels can’t contribute much. 


~2+-+— Well, it 
seems Bob Burns, 
“The Arkansas Trav- 
eler” still responds i 
to the dulcet strains ~~ on 


of “Home Sweet 
Home!” Publisher. 
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“He Who Never Quotes, is Never Quoted.”—-Charles Haddon Spurgeon 





ADVERTISING 


An advertisement—almost any pic- 
ture of a pretty giil eating, cooking. 
smelling, smoking, wearing or driving 
something the advertisers are anxious 
to sell_—Pathfinder, 11-8-'41. 


APPRECIATION 

If I were boss I’m sure I would 

Say a kindly word whenever I could; 

For a man who has given his best by 
day 

Wants a little more than his weekly 
pay; 

He likes to know, with the setting sun, 

That the boss is pleased with the work 
he’s done.—Better Castings. 


ARMY—Morale 

When recruits at Army reception 
center in New Cumberland, Pa., reach 
the end of issuing line, and are fully 
garbed in new uniforms, they come 
suddenly upon a full-length mirror, 
above which is the inscription: “You 
are now looking at the Finest Soldier 
in the World.” It gives the old morale 
a big boost. 


AVIATION—Training 

Walter A. Biddie, Ground Instruc- 
tor at Culter-Carr Flying Service, Al- 
buquerque, New Mexico, contributes 
the following ironic advice to tyro 
pilots: 

Don’t Earn Your Wings 

Get A Fitted Pair Free from St. Peter. 

Always take off with a cold motor; 
you waste so much gas warming the 
engine. 

Don’t fasten the safety belt; that’s 
for sissys. 

Don’t look for other planes in the 
air; they will miss you most of the 
time anyway. 


you on that?” 





“If we can’t lick John L. Lewis, 
how can we hope to handle Hit- 
ler!”"—W. D. Futter, President, 
Nat’l Ass’n of Mfrs. 

“ ” 

“They (Senators and Represen- 
tatives) may call me a traitor. | 
challenge any one of them to ab- 
sent himself from the immunity 
of his position in Congress and 
to walk up to John L. Lewis and 
call him a_ traitor.”—Joun L. 
Lewis, addressing 200-man Policy 
Committee of UMW. 

“It is not in the American spirit 
to rest easily in the arms of pes- 
simism and defeatism.”—FRaANK E. 
MULLEN, Vice-President, National 
Broadcasting Co. 

“ ” 

“The lavatory is on the left. ... 
Good-night.”—Joser STALIn’s only 
comment in English to noted Eng- 
lish and American guests at a 
recent banquet in Moscow, the 
occasion upon which he invoked 
God’s blessing (in Russian) upon 
President Roosevelt. 

“ ” 

“The spirit of co-operation is 
not bred in idle factories; it does 
not spring from the hearts of job- 
less men.”—FLoyp B. OpLuM, OPM 
Contract Distribution Chief. 


Practice your steep turns over the 
girl-friend’s house; she will think you 
are the cutest corpse. 

Always fly into a thunderstorm; it 
must be interesting for few ever 
come back after they go into one. 

Your gas gauge is always correct; 
only old pilots look in the tank to 
check. —Gulf Aviation Prod- 
ucts advertisement. 


BOOKS—Binding 

The most famous book binder in 
Britain is a man named Sangorski to 
whom a London nobleman once paid 
2,000 pounds for a book binding. A 
few days later the nobleman returned, 
with the complaint that the expensive 
binding had cracked Sangorski ex- 
amined the book and shook his head. 
“No wonder the binding cracked,” he 
accused. “You’ve been reading this 
book.’’—Scholastic, 11-15-41. 


COMMUNISM 

Nothing has seemed to me more 
futile than the application of the 
Soviet method to other peoples, parti- 
cularly to those in English speaking 
countries. Not for one moment would 
they tolerate it. The coming of the 
Soviets has always been to me not 
an international but a national rev- 
olution, a purely Russian event that 
must be seen, understood, and evalu- 
ated as such.—Mavrice Hinpus, Hitler 
Cannot Conquer Russia, (Doubleday, 
Doran, $2). 

It is not accident that the coun- 
tries closest to Russia geographically, 
such as Finland, the Baltic republics, 
Poland, Rumania, are least infected 
with Bolshevism. They can hear the 
cries of the anguished across the 
frontier.—EuGENE Lyons, The Red De- 
cade, (Bobbs-Merrill, $3). 
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“Closed Shop” 
By Davip LAWRENCE 


Although President Roosevelt used 
the term “closed shop” no less than 
five times in the text of his letter 
to John L. Lewis and the heads of 
the steel companies, and never once 
employed the term. “union shop,” 
many of the news articles sent out 
from Washington contained in their 
paragraphs of introduction only the 
words “union shop” which is the ap- 
proved C. I. O. terminology. 

One of the leading Washingica 
newspapers not only failed to men- 
tion the words “closed shop” any- 
where in its news or editorial articles 
on the President’s letter, but spoke 
repeatedly of a “union shop” contro- 
versy. 

One explanation is that the C. |. O. 
has put over on unwitting reporters 
a clever piece of euphemistic propa- 
ganda in order to keep from the pub- 
lic the true meaning of the “closed 
shop” evil. 

To say that employers are refusing 
to grant a “union shop” means to 
the average man that the employers 
do not wish to recognize a union or 
deal with it. That’s what the C. I. O. 
would like to have the press dissemi- 
nate und the public believe. In fact, 


the United Mine Workers Journal, na- 


tional organ of the miners’ union, told 
its hundreds of thousands of members 
last week that the “union shop” issue 
in the captive mines is a matter of 
“union recognition.” The fact is that 
the employers have already recog- 
nized the union, as required by the 
Wagner law, whenever a majority of 
the workers are lawfully organ- 
ized. 

The reason the labor leaders, and 
particularly the C. I. O. chiefs, want 
to get away from “closed shop” is 
because it tells every American 
that employment is closed to certain 
workers. In other words, it means 
the constitutional right to work has 
been subtracted from the Bill of 
Rights.—From Mr. Lawrence's Syndi- 
cated Column. 


CONTESTS 


A young man, who can never let a 
contest go by, was considerably 
alarmed, on an evening some months 
ago, to find that one of the Ivory 
Soap competitions closed that mid- 
night. The rules provided merely that 


the contestant tell in twenty-five 
words or less, why he liked Ivory 
Soap. Hastily, he wrote on a postal 


ecard, “I like Ivory Soap because I like 
Ivory Soap,” and mailed it. He has 
been notified that this entry was 
awarded a prize of five dollars.—“The 
Talk of the Town,” The New Yorker, 
11-1-'41, 


COSMETICS 

A postgraduate student from Turkey 
was talking before the International 
Relations Club at Indiana University. 
During the course of his talk he re- 
marked, ‘The women of Turkey have 
thrown away their veils, but we still 
can’t see their faces—because they 
immediately adopted the Western cus- 
tom of make-up.”—Newsweek. 


COURAGE 

Carlisle (“Barge”) Bargeron, a re- 
porter for the Washington Post, made 
a reference which antagonized Rep. 
Blanton, of Texas. 

Blanton, unpopular Congressman, 
telephoned the Post that if Bargeron 
would come to his office he would beat 
him to a pulp. 

Bargeron, a small man, dashed out 
of the city room, into a taxi. On the 
way over, his feet began to chill per- 
ceptibly. Horrid pictures of the burly 
Blanton passed through his mind; pic- 
tures of Blanton victorious astride a 
maimed and prostrate Bargeron. He 
hesitated at the Congressman’s office 
door; twice turned back. Finally, re- 
solved to put on the best possible 
show, he jerked open the door, charged 
in, and announced: 

“I’m Bargeron!” 

Blanton's jaw dropped. Like many 
bullies, he was not prepared to have 
his challenge accepted. He jumped to 
his feet, thrust out his hand, and said: 
“I'm glad to meet a man!"—DELBERT 
CLARK, Washington Dateline, (Stokes, 


$3). 


DEATH—Suicide 

It’s getting tougher for Nazi troop- 
ers, fed up with the war, who take 
the easy way out. Dispatches from 
Stockholm say the German military 
command there has announced that 
suicide by German soldiers will be 
regarded as an attempt to escape, thus 
making relatives punishable under a 
new death decree. 


DECISION 

Psychologists have 
if you put a frog in a pail of hot 
water he will immediately jump out. 
But if you put him in cool water and 
then gradually heat it up the frog 
will permit himself to be cooked, ap- 
parently being unable to decide when 
the water is so hot as to be unbear- 
able. 


discovered that 


EDUCATION 


If I were a professor of history, or 
economics, or English or kindred sub- 
jects, I'd surprise my classes once a 
week or so with a few questions on 
the current, even if we were deep in 
Gibbon or Carlyle. Is Ciano a Notre 
Dame halfback? What is Leahy doing 
at Vichy—forward-passing? Are the 
Finns using the T or the Y formation? 
—Har_tan Miutter, “Over the Coffee,” 
Des Moines Register. 


“ ” 


The trouble with the school system 
today is: the teachers are afraid of 
the principals, the principals are 
afraid of the superintendent, he is 
afraid of the school committee, they 
are afraid of the parents, the parents 
are afraid of the children, and the 
children are afraid of nobody.—School 
Management, 11-'41. 





Football have been 
amused by the ingenuity of lads 
selling bleacher cushions with the 
apt phrase: “Bundles for Sittin’.” 


spectators 











EMPLOYMENT— Original 


When Ben Camera’s dog died, the 
young owner and two of his friends 
gave Fido a real funeral service. Fido 
was boxed and carried by wagon to 
his newly-dug grave, where a few 
selected prayers were read over him 
and a song sung in last tribute to a 
loyal pet. Somehow that funeral serv- 
ice stayed in Benjamin’s mind. Sud- 
denly he realized why. Here was an 
opportunity for three young boys to 


earn some money by giving family 
pets a real burial for a fair price. 


They got in touch with the town’s 
veterinarians and a new business was 
born. For $2 they have buried a ca- 
nary and supplied a wooden marker. 
Twenty dollars covered the charges 
for a Great Dane’s final services, com- 
plete with: a marble stone. Owners 
seemed glad to pay for this final trib- 
ute to their pets.—Vocational Trends, 
11-'41. 
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FEAR—Comforting 

At a particularly loud clap of thun- 
der a lady walking along a London 
street involuntarily and visibly start- 
ed. “It’s all right, lidy,” said a pass- 
ing urchin. “It ain't ’itler, it’s Gawd.” 


FORESIGHT 

A man named Korff was the brains 
of the Ullstein-Verlag, pre-Hitler Ger- 
many’s greatest publishing concern. 
One day in 1931, more than a year be- 
fore Hitler came to power, Korff came 
before his board of directors and said, 
“Gentlemen, I’m through. I am going 
to resign.” Astounded, the board 
asked why. “Because I’ve read the 
book, gentlemen,” replied Korff. 
“What book?” they asked. “Mein 
Kampf.” Korff said, and began to ex- 
plain, but couldn’t on account of the 
laughter. Dear old Korff had to have 
his joke. But no, it was not a joke. 
Korff resigned, liquidated his prop- 
erty, got out of Germany and in 1933 
when Hitler came to power the Nazis 
bought out Ullstein’s at forced sale. 

The laughing members of the board 
and stockholders—those not yet dead, 
shot attempting to escape, or hanged 
by their belts in concentration camp— 
received a fraction of one per cent of 
the value of their holding. Of all the 
house of Ullstein, only the man who 
read the book escaped.—H. R. Knick- 
ERBOCKER, Is Tomorrow Hitler's?’ 
(Reynal & Hitchcock, $2.50). 


FREEDOM 


If a nation values anything more 
than freedom, it will lose its freedom; 
and the irony of it is that if it is 
comfort or money that it values, it 
will lose that too. — SoMERSET 
MAvuGHuaM, Strictly Personal, (Double- 
day, Doran, $2.50). 


HYPNOTISM 

Edward Arno Harris, reporter on 
the St. Louis Post-Dispatch, is a hyp- 
notist of ability good enough to war- 
rant a recent series in Life magazine. 
He has demonstrated his ability—and 
successfully—some 200 times. On one 
occasion, however, while covering the 
City Hall, he agreed to try his wares 
on a Negro messenger in the mayor’s 
office. Harris’ efforts were from a 
distance and somewhat desultory. 
which may account for what happened 
at the end of 25 minutes of conversa- 
tion directed at the messenger. 

Slowly the black boy lifted one eye- 
lid, looked at the hypnotist and said 
“I'd have been sleeping by now if 
you hadn’t been talking so much.”’— 
Editor & Publisher, 11-15-'41. 
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The Sun Is My Undoing—Mar- 
GUERITE STEEN, whose previous novels 
include Reluctant Madonna and Mar- 
riage Will Not Take Place. (Viking, 
$3). 

Matthew Flood cast a great shadow! 
Not only the dark image which 
mocked each action of his towering 
figure deflecting the rays of the Sun, 
his “Undoing,” but a black beam stem- 
ming from his lust for wealth, from 
his passionate, fearless nature, to in- 
vade five generations. 

With powerful strokes of her pen, 
Miss Steen sweeps her readers back 
to the year 1760, and deposits them in 
the chaos of Bristol, England, rever- 
berating with the death of its richest 
citizen. Deep within the shrouded 
rooms of Triton you glimpse the bloody 
orgy which was the last imprint on 
the eyes of Hercules Flood. And with 
little pause for breath, you are pro- 
pelled through the excitement of a 
court trial contesting the will which 
left to black-browed young Matthew 
the sum total of his grandfather’s 
fortune, great in the standards of the 
day—no matter how gained. 

Time and setting add to the fascina- 
tion of a plot which weaves and inter- 
weaves the lives of its characters with 
no respect for distance. Love fated to 
endure forever had not the power to 
rule out the thrill and riches to be 
had from slaving. Matthew turned 
from the glorious beauty of Pallas 
Burmester, she who was to devote 
her life to Abolition, gave up the mag- 
nificent life he had pictured for them 


together at Triton, and stonily faced 
his choice. 

The story moves far south into the 
stifling heat of the sordid Gold Coast, 
where the death of a sniveling savage 
warranted only a shrug of the shoul- 
der and the mental erasure of approxi- 
mate profit at auction. There, where 
the sun seared into his very soul, 
Matthew discovered Sheba, whose 
black blood was destined to darken 
the complexion and lives of the Flood 
progeny. In Cuba he surrounded the 
provocative negress in a panoply of 
riches, later watched her die with a 
plea on her lips, “My baby ... not 
make slave.” 

Returning to Bristol with Matthew 
aboard, the Cassiopeia fell prey to 
pirate Moors, and slave trader became 
slave. 

Thirty-five years elapse during 
which the ill-fated daughter and 
granddaughter of Matthew Flood and 
la bellisima negra suffer the tortures 
of Cuban scorn for their mixed blood. 
In Bristol, an aging but mighty man- 
iac, chained and shackled, speaking 
a language known to none, is re- 
moved from a prison ship. And to 
Bristol has come the lovely quadroon, 
Maria Pia, to claim her heritage, pa- 
latial Triton. 


In a novel of heroic proportions, 
against a background of war, religion 
and slavery, Miss Steen has laid a 
plot intense with the love, hatred and 
intrigue of picaresque men and capti- 
vating women, Literary Guild’s Sep- 
tember choice. 


INDUSTRY—Quality 
Production 


One Los Angeles manufacturer has 
hit upon a policy that promises relief 
in many other lines of business dur- 
ing the curtailment of industrial pro- 
duction we are experiencing. He will 
push quality products for the dura- 
tion. 


He makes a variety of replacement 


parts and repair materials used both 
in industry and homes. He has always 


made all grades. To make either the 
cheap stuff or the best grade, he uses 
about the same amount of labor and 
transportation. The difference is in 
quality of material used. His _ best 
grades will last about five times, 
often ten times as long as the bargain- 
counter stuff. Therefore, by selling 
the best quality and urging it upon 
his distributors and the public, he 
eliminates the repeat sales, hauling 
and installation necessary with cheap 
stuff.—James H. Coriins, “Brains vs. 
Priorities,” Nation’s Business, 11-41. 
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News of the New 


EDUCATION: A sensational varia- 
tion in the mental growth of children 
has been established at the Institute 
of Child Welfare, U. of Calif. Dr. Har- 
old E. Jones, director, asserts chil- 
dren more mentally alert during fall 
and winter months. Confirms earlier 
investigations by U. of Iowa. 

“ ” 

HORTICULTURE: Tiny insect, one- 
fifth size of common wasp, and about 
one-twentieth as long as its official 
name—trichogramma minutum—is be- 
ing imported by fruit growers, who 
know it as the “parasite wasp,” to 
destroy coddling moth which, in turn, 
is worst enemy of apple and peach. 

“ ” 

INVENTION: Arthur C. James, 
serving term in California prison, took 
steps last week to patent what he 
insists is a practical process for pro- 
ducing beryllium, lightest metal 
known, yet strong as steel. If James 
really has cheap, practical process to 
produce beryllium in quantity it 
would be invaluable to American air- 
craft manufacturers. 

Extreme in midget radios has been 
reached in latest model, so small it 
is worn on wrist, like a watch. ,Tun- 
ing dial resembles winding stem. 

“ ” 

MEDICINE: Technique for diagnos- 
ing hidden cancer by studying tumor 
fragments from blood and other fluids 
of chest and abdomen, has been de- 
scribed to Southern Medical Ass’n by 
Dr. Hugh Jetter. Not substitute for 
X-ray or surgical exploration, but 
great aid in proving or disproving 
presence of disease in doubtful cases. 

“ ” 

PROCESSES: New process of re- 
claiming hundreds of tons of stainless 
steel and alloys of other vital defense 
metals now wasted as scrap, is re- 
ported by Dr. John Wulff, Mass. Inst. 
of Technology. Process corverts al- 


loys into powder; molds them into 
new objects. 
«“ ” 
SCIENCE: Physicists of Northwest- 


ern University Technological Institute 
are seeking Silence with capital S. 
Their new sound-proof room weighs 
100,000 pounds; has six-inch walls of 
concrete; it is room within a room, 


resting on rubber mountings designed. 


to absorb noise-producing shocks. 
Walls lined with 18 layers muslin and 
other insulating materials. Designed 
for sound experiments, room should 
be “as silent as cosmic space several 
hundred miles from the earth.” 


ITALIAN-AMERICAN 
RELATIONS 


The Fascist press has been swept 
periodically for months by waves of 
anti-American articles. Mussolini has 
done his best to arouse hate of “the 
Jewish plutocratic democracy.” As 
far as I can see, these articles have 
left readers cold. There seems 
to be no anti-American feeling in 
Italy, and very little anti-British feel- 
ing. 

Two friends of mine were sitting in 
a hotel talking English, and two Ital- 
ian women behind them overheard the 
conversation. As the women departed, 
one of them turned suddenly and 
said: ‘ 

“If you are British, we love you— 
and if you are Americans, you are our 
last hope.’—ALLEN RaAyYMonp, late 
Rome Correspondent, New York Her- 
ald-Tribune. 


JEWS—Taboos 


The United Palestine Appeal ap- 
proached Walt Disney for a poster to 
advertise their annual shindig. Mr. 
Disney obligingly consented .. . or- 
dered the art department to get out a 
drawing dispatched the picture 


pronto. The committee looked at it 
... dismayed ... went into a huddle 
decided they couldn't use it! 


The artists had unwittingly employed 
the “Three Little Pigs.’"—HeLen Zic- 
MUNbD, “Our Film Folk,” The Advocate, 
11-14-'41. 


LUXURY-—Tropical 

As soon as the native resident of a 
tropical country achieves a certain 
amount of financial security, the first 
investment he is likely to make is 
an automatic refrigerator. It will be 
as large as he can afford, and it will 
ve as gleaming as possible. The start- 
ling sight of a huge, white porcelain 
box in the middle of the living room 
of almost every solvent tropic dweller 


is soon taken for granted.—ALr p 
Wace, III, “How the Tropical alf 
Lives,” The Christian Science Mon- 
itor, Mag. Sec., 10-18-'41. 

MAN 


“Men, the masters of the earth, 
Superthinkers, dominators, 
Tinnacles of human worth— 
Evolution’s highest raters” 
We will carve these deathless lines— 
Toast our lords with brimming cup 
If we ever saw some signs 
Of the creatures’ growing up. 
—LAURENCE McKinney, Lines of Least 
Resistance, (Dutton, $1). 





A Visit to Washington 


Did you ever go to Washington on 
National Defense 

To do your bit for Uncle Sam and 
really make some sense? 

Did you ever try to fix it up to see 
Commander D., 

Chief of Operations of the A.B.C. 

Or Mr. Smith, or Mr. Cree or Mr. 
Zilch or Mr. Lee, 

The honorable directors of 
E.F.C.? 


the 


Have you waited in the anteroom 
or waited in the hall 

And spent your time and substance 
just to get nowhere at all? 

What do their minions tell you 
while you sit in awed suspense 

That each and every man of them’s 
engaged in Conference. 

In the morning, in the evening, at 
at high noon and midnight, 
Their telephones are ringing but 

their doors are shut up tight. 


Well by now know the 
answer-— 

Our efforts are immense 

And the greatest War in History 
will be won in 


Conference! 


you 


—Steel, 11-17-41. 











OCCUPIED COUNTRIES 


Foodiess France—Lack of proper 
food and shortages of essential medi- 
cal supplies are keeping thousands in 
bed and disrupting working, manu- 
facturing and schoo! schedules in 
France today—in both occupied and 
unoccupied zones. Declines in 
weight have led to popular use of 
such terms as “armistice skinniness” 
and “occupational slimness.”—Roy P. 
Porter, Paris Correspondent, Associ- 
ated Press. 


POLITICS 


Even under the extremely totalitar- 
ian governments there are at least 
two political parties, namely: the one 
in power, and the other, the one in 
jail—Avevusto D. Resurreccion, “On 
Philippine Politics,” Philippine Maga- 
zine, 9-41. 


PRAYER 


An old southern darky was solilo- 
quizing, “When ah asks de Lawd to 
send me a chicken, ah hardly evah 
gets a chicken. But when ah asks de 
Lawd to send me after a chicken, ah 
always get me a chicken.” 





NoveMseER 29, 1941 





RELIGION 

Daily Devotions: In a recent letter 
addressed to an Episcopal weekly, The 
Witness, President Roosevelt said, 
“The world is sadly in need today of 
a revival of religion and in 
this great work there is no more pow- 
erful agency than the printed page.” 

One manifestation of this awakened 
interest in things spiritual is the in- 
creased sale and use of devotional 
books. One of the more popular books 
in this field, Our Dwelling Place, has 
been recently issued by Abingdon- 
Cokesbury, Nashville ($2.). Unique 
features include a _ beautiful format 
and more than 30 full-page 8%x11” 
art photographs, suitable for framing. 
The splendid pictures and quietly re- 
verent text blend into a unit that in- 
spires spiritual enrichment for the in- 
dividual. We suggest the book as a 
most acceptable Christmas gift. 


SELECTIVE SERVICE 


Stickers put out by St. Louis Y.M. 
C.A. to be pasted on auto windshield: 


“Hop in Soldier—yYou’re Among 
Friends.” 
SNOBBERY 


Ludwig Bemelmans, who has been 
continually invited to Jules Bache’s 
for week-ends and has consistently 
declined, was asked. why he always 


refused. “Because,” he said, “I don’t 
like some of your guests. I will come 
if you will submit guest list and 
menus.” “Ludwig,” said Mr. Bache, 
“you are a snob.” “Naturally I am a 
snob” replied Bemelmans. “I was 
once a waiter!”—B. ASTERLUND, Wil- 


son Library Bulletin, 11-'41. 


SURGERY—In War 

A five-ton derrick would hardly be 
considered a surgical instrument in 
America’s highly-equipped hospitals; 
but in Egypt’s desert, resourceful 
British Army surgeons recently used 
such a monster device to perform four 
delicate spinal o-perations. Four 
wounded men had to be raised gently, 
with even pressure, suspended by 
their feet. The spinal bones had to 
be readjusted without damage to 
nerves, lest the patient be paralyzed. 
With this powerful but clumsy appa- 
ratus, used to pull the engines out of 
damaged war planes, the British medi- 
cal officers operated—successfully.— 
Leo Fontarne, “Through the Show 
Globe,” American Druggist, 11-741. 


THEATER—German 

At Bucheawald, German Concentra- 
tion Camp, a theater was constructed 
and a humorous performance put on 


American Scene 





Those Movie Drinks 
By Haro_tp HEFFERNAM 
The Mixed Drinks concocted 
on movie sets are definitely not in- 
tended for human consumption, and 
the sooner that is established among 
bartenders and cocktail samplers 
throughout the country the better— 
else some trusting fan wake up in a 
strait-jacket. 

Universal reports receiving an ava- 
lanche of requests from drink mixers 
wanting to know how to go about 
mixing that tall glass of fruit-decor- 
ated fluid which Deanna Durbin tossed 
smack into Robert Cummings’ face 
during a scene for “It Started With 


Eve.” Actually, it was only a cider 
base. 
There’s an orange daiquiri which 


Robert Preston orders in a Cuban 
bar, for a scene in “The Night of Jan. 
16.” He even tells the barkeeper how 
to mix it, from such basic constituents 
as brandy, rum, orange juice and 
bitters. 

Now on the set, where cider passes 


for brandy, cold tea masquerades as 
rum, ginger ale as champagne and 
alka seltzer gives a little added head 
to stale beer, that may be all right, 
but in the sanctity of the home bar, 
bitters, brandy, rum and orange juice 
are likely to knock the unsuspecting 
imbiber for what is commonly known 
as a loop. 

Then there was that absinthe and 
champagne cocktail which Ray Mil- 
land whipped up with Claudette Col- 
bert in “Arise My Love.” Indignant 
theatergoers wrote into Paramount 
complaining they had tried it and it 
was horrible. Some were pretty mad. 

“What’s the idea of dreaming up 
a mixture like that?” an indignant 
studio official demanded of Charles 
Brackett, the screen writer. 

“Well,” answered Brackett, “it 
seemed like a very bright possibility 
at the time. I wouldn’t know for sure, 
because I never drink anything but 
buttermilk.”—From Mr. Hefferman’s 
Column, On The Film Front. 


under the watchful eyes of the S. S. 
men. A prisoner was found who had 
had some dramatic experience, and 
his comments and continuity patter, 
in the presence of heavily armed S. S. 
men, who valued human life at less 
than a cigarette, kept the prisoner- 
audience breathless. 

“Here is the freest theater in the 
Reich,” he would begin. “In theaters 
outside, the actors and audience are 
frightened because they fear that they 
may end up in a Concentration Camp. 
That’s something we don’t have to 
worry about!” Then his patter would 
change to something like this: 


“You know, times don’t really 
change. I remember that when we 


had the Kaiser, we always had swine 
pushing us around. Later when we 
had the Republic, was it any differ- 
ent? No, we still had swine pushing 
us around. And what of today?” He 
waited for an answer. The air was 
electric as the prisoners watched the 
S. S. men out of the corners of their 
eyes. No answer. He answered the 
question himself. “Why, today is Mon- 
day.”"—Currt Danie... “The Freest 
Theater in the Reich,” Theatre Arts, 
11-41. 


W AR— Disparagement 


Lord Londonderry 
out of the Dorchester Hotel rather 
late one evening. It was unusually 
quiet. He asked the doorman if there 
was an alarm on: 


Britain's came 


“Yes, m’lord.” 
“Have there been any bombs?” 
“No, m’lord. In fact, if I may say 


so, up till now it’s been a very poor 
show.” — VirGintaA CowLes, Looking 
For Trouble, (Harper, $3). 


WAR MANEUVERS— 
Weapons 


One morning a few weeks ago the 
soldiers from Fort Devens were cap- 
turing and recapturing our town, and 
had done quite a bit of shooting on 
the streets. A little old lady picked 
up a cartridge case and carried it 
into a store, where she said to the 
proprietor: “It’s no wonder those 
poor boys look so worn out; it must 
hurt like everything to be hit with 
these things’—holding up a cartridge 
case in evidence.—Joun M. Priske in 
a letter to The New York Times, 11- 
9-41. 





ROM 


esteryear 


The Cyclopeedy 
By EvceNe FIEeE_p 





Famed for his light verse, Eugene 
Field is too little known for his hu- 
morous prose, of which The Cyclo- 
peedy is an excellent example. It 
relates the story of a young man who 
bought an encyclopedia on the install- 
ment plan, volume to be paid 
for as issued. Thru the years the 
books appeared, each at a most in- 
opportune time, Each time the work 
is consulted, the subscriber is referred 
to a volume which has not yet been 
issued. Thus, with the coming of the 
first chlid, Leander turns eagerly to 
“Baby; finds only the admonition, 
Maternity.” We see him here, 
on his death-bed awaiting delivery of 
the final volume from the scoundrel 
Higgins. This sketch is from A Little 
Book of Profitable Tales (Scriber's, 
1889). Mr. Field died in 1895. 


each 


“see 





All to oncet a bright ‘nd joyful look 
come into them eyes, 'nd ol’ Leander 
riz up in bed ‘nd sez, “It’s come!” 

“What is it, Father” asks his daugh- 
ter Sarey, sobbin’ like. 

“Hush,” sez the minister, solemnly; 
“he sees the shinin’ gates of the Noo 
Jerusalem.” 

“No, no” cried the aged man; “it 
is the cyclopeedy—the letter Z it’s 
comin’!” 

And, sure enough! The door opened 
and in walked Higgins. He tottered 
rather than walked, f'r he had growed 
old and feeble in his wicked perfes- 
sion. 

“Here’s the Z cyclopeedy, Mr. 
bart” says Higgins. 

Leander clutched it; 
to his pantin’ bosom; then stealin’ 
one pale hand under the piller he 
drew out a faded bank-note ‘nd gave 
it to Higgins. 

“I thank Thee for this boon” sez 
Leander, rollin’ his eyes up devoutly 
—then his soul fled from its mortal 
tenement. 

“He is no more” 
metaphorically. 

“Then who are his heirs?” asked 
the mean critter Higgins. “The de- 
ceased died owin’' me fer an encyclo- 
peedy!”’ 

“That's a lie!” sez Peasley. 
all seen him pay you for the Z.” 

“But there’s another one to come” 
sez Higgins. “It’s the index.” 

So there wuz, and I'll be goll durned 
if he ain't a-suin’ the estate now f'r 
the price of it! 


Ho- 


he hugged it 


sez Doc Wilson, 


“We 


(Sood Stories 


YOU CAN USE... 


Letter from College Student: “Dear 
Dad—Gue$$ what I need mo$t of all. 
That’$ right. $end it along? Be$t 
wi$he$. Your $on, Tom. 

Letter from Dad to Son: “Dear 
Tom: NOthing ever happens here. We 
kNOw you like your school. Write us 
aNOther letter aNOn. Jimmie was 
asking about you Monday. NOw we 
have to say good-by.”—Kreolite News. 


eee ee 
“I LAUGHED AT THIS ONE” 


Gipsy Rose Ler 

A farmer came into a store in 
which I was autographing copies 
of my new mystery, The G-String 
Murders. Loudly he asked for a 
$2 Bible—one with big print, since 
his eyes were no longer what they 
once were. He saw me, however, 
poised with a pen behind a table. 
Coming up, he asked me what I 
was doing there and on learning 
that I was autographing my first 
novel he picked up a copy of The 
G-String Murders. Observing that 
the print was good and big he 
plunked down $2, got his book 
autographed and started out. 

“Wait, what about your Bible,” 
a clerk called. “Nope,” he said, 
going on to the door, “I done 
spent my book money.’”—The Pub- 
lishers’ Weekly, 11-15-'41, report- 
ing a story of her autographing 
experiences told by Miss Lee be- 
fore the Publishers’ Adclub meet- 
ing. 


Local schoolmarm has a niece and 
the niece has a husband. The niece 
has also been sewing on tiny garments 
lately. 

So the other wee hour the niece's 
husband called the schoolmarm and 
he said, “I’m at the hospital now... 
it's a baby boy . . . eight pounds three 
ounces!” 

The schoolmarm climbed into her 
clothes and stuck her hair under her 
hat and called a cab. “Get me over 
to — hospital quick,” she told the 
cabbie, “I want the maternity en- 
trance.” 

The cabbie rolled. Along came a 
speed cop. The cabbie shouted, “Ma- 
ternity case!” and the cop opened up 
his siren and escorted the cab to the 


hospital at 70 miles per. As the cab 
reached the maternity entrance, the 
schoolmarm, a tremulous creature, 
fainted. 

When she woke up the staff physi- 
cian, three nurses and an interne were 
standing around her. She was in a 
hospital gown. They were puzzled. 
She was puzzled. She was, they in- 
timated, either a false alarm or crazy. 
She didn’t try to explain . . . just took 
her clothes and went home, blushing. 
—ANTHONY WeEiTzeEL, Detroit Free- 
Press. 

“ ” 

The columnist, O. O. McIntyre had 
a continual struggle in his early New 
York days to make ends meet. Once, 
when he was down to his last ten dol- 
lars, he decided to drown his sorrows 
with a sumptuous meal at a fashion- 
able hotel. When he came out of the 
restaurant, the doorman signaled a 
cab and waited for his tip. 

“Do you have change for a twenty?” 
McIntyre asked. 

“Certainly, sir,” 
doorman answered, 
roll. 

“Well, then,” said McIntyre, clos- 
ing the door of the cab, “in that case 
I won't insult you with a small tip.” 


the resplendent 
taking out a fat 
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